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Summary:
They had made it out of the apartment, and Andrew was keeping his end of the deal, no other girls, absolutely nobody else. It was only the two of them, eating what they wanted, and sleeping in their stolen car together. Ashley decided to do her best to honour her end of the deal, that fact doesn't really make her into any less of a terrible person.

or, Turns out that unidentifiable small object the demon had given Ashley, did indeed, provide the occasionally useful clairvoyant dream.

Notes:
I wrote and edited this in like the time span of like five hours while on a 38 Celcius fever, and also this is the like third piece of writing ever in which I use second pov. Good times.

I tried to make it appear like it was being said by the narrator of the game, that's the why of that decision.

My Tumblr: Ladynicte

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Work Text:
You look before yourself. 

And you find yourself.

Your dreams are always this way. You conduct yourself like a character in a play, every moment gone the second it arrives.

You watch your younger self, with her wicked grin, her dumb hair clip halfway falling off, and the special mean glint on her pink eyes. Shining in the dark like a cat's.

Little Ashley, Leyley, has her face completely fixed on her little Andy, hers.

You think to yourself: Yeah, just like a cat, ready to pounce on a mouse.

Even though, little Andy was always taller than you were, you never felt afraid of him. 

Leyley opens her mouth, you clench your teeth, your face darkened. She's grabbing onto Andy’s wrist, pulling him along with her.

She shoves him, until he almost topples over the little crate. 

It’s still there, with the annoying screaming voice, of that traitor you once called friend. Her hands are beating against the wooden box, it breathes up and down, no question her little fists are getting bloodied and bruised, about now.

Yeah, only about what she deserves.

Andy looks sick, but not really concerned. He keeps nagging at Leyley, with both of his hands pressing the crate down. Leyley sits down on top of it, in front of her brother. 

She's grinning like a maniac. You don't remember the last time you felt that happy. 

Andy doesn't pull away from her grip, even though you can see it's starting to leave a red imprint of your fingertips on his skin.

You did always wonder what it would have been like to be twins, instead of an older brother and little sister, you always thought; you would have swallowed Andy into you, while inside the womb, but maybe, it would have been the other way around, and Andy would have come out a tad bit more twisted than he currently is.

The idea makes you grin.

Not even twins share fingerprints, but you still could burn each one of your fingers into his skin, like an owner to their most precious cattle.

You reach up to touch your neck, consciously you feel it, you know you are dreaming, technically, there's nothing there, but you know, that when you open up your eyes, and see yourself in the reflection, there will be a big purple bruise on the shape of your older brother’s hands.

A memoir from that one time he almost killed you.

A reminder that no matter how hard he tries, he can't ever get rid of you.

The grin doesn't leave your face, it only widens. 

The same old scene keeps playing in front of you, but it's not like you don't already know, it's not like you don't perfectly remember every single aspect of that night. 

It's not like it doesn't haunt you every night.

The traitor is still crying inside her crate, Andy is still pushing, Leyley is still holding onto him. The banging of little bloodied fists, begging to be released, gets weaker.

Leyley screams out in a mix of joy and anger: “That will show you to never mess with another girl’s big brother ever again! These bitches ain’t real!”

“Leyley!” Andy reprimands her, but his hands don't move again from the crate. His eyes look down at his feet, he bites on his finger until it bleeds, he looks uncomfortable “...I never even liked her, you know.”    

Andy says ’her’ like the word burns his mouth, as if it tastes like poison, he never says your name like that. 

You feel pleased with yourself, Leyley is openly giggling now.

You decide to check for it, because it’s always your favorite part of the memory, because it's always there, and both you and Andrew know it. 

Stuck between the rusty and corroded lock, that held the crate together, was a sharp picked little wooden stick. Andy’s fingertips would be there.  

Finally, the screaming dies down into this hurried up panicked breathing, and the banging fists give up, and that’s that.

The girl is no more.

Andy turns to Leyley, seeing her perfectly even in the dark “We are gonna get in so much trouble.”

“We be fine, Andy!” Leyley screams in joy, before lunging herself at him. She's hugging him, but the shadow behind them looks like she's choking him.

Slowly but surely, his hand crawls up, leaving the crate cold on its own, and he encircles Leyley’s waist with his hand.

You still remember he was holding onto tight, you had a bruise that night too.

You lick your lips, you can hear yourself breathing, panting, whatever, and you could stay here your whole life, but you are interrupted. 

Your eyes open wide, and you feel sweat starting to trail down your eyebrow. 

Your face is too red, and hot right now.

The dream turns into a familiar intense shade of red, that you feel could burn your retinas if it wanted to, seconds later, is pure black, yet you don't feel any closer to waking up than before.

Looking down, you are no longer in the good old dusty warehouse, instead, the surface beneath you looks like a sea, flat pure black water. Polluted. 

You huff out, this is what the demon had said your soul was like. Funny. Compartmentalize it.

You hear that same sound, like a chainsaw in the distance, that you heard the first time the demon showed up. 

You expect to see it again, but no, instead, the vast void beneath you shifts around, it twirls and twirls like an underwater tornado.

It makes you dizzy, you set your jaw, you cannot see your own reflection, but you think you would look ugly, with your teeth grinding against each other, like chalk against a blackboard. (A part of you is glad you cannot see your own reflection in this ocean of dirty tar)

You dismiss the thought immediately.

You force yourself to keep looking down, you won't blink first. Snow day in hell before you get scared away like this.

You clasp your own little bloodied hands, and wait until the darkness is done making its show.

When it stops spinning in on itself, it leaves you seeing your own image.

For a second, you were about to scream, but no sound comes out, like you are in space, you catch yourself with your fist raised near your face, but even if you wanted to punch down on it, the image isn't a mirror, it wouldn't break, and leave you alone.

The image is of Andy. 

No, not Andy, what did he say, yeah to bury Andy and Leyley, in the Coffin. 

The Image is of Andrew. 

The image is of Andrew, he doesn't look as bony as he used to. 

You find it impossible to believe that you had gotten so used to seeing him down to the bone, in those three months you were locked up together. 

Granted, Andrew had always been, the scrawny, brains over muscles, kind, you didn't mind that. 

There was something you found amusing, about sneaking down into the sheets with him, beaming like a little girl, taking a little peek at his raised shirt, and seeing the marks of his ribcage pulsing out.

You could take your finger, and slowly carve out, every bit of his bones, like that.

His hip bones, the Adonis line, his collarbones, the bones of his spinal cord. 

You could take your tongue, and lick them all, like a hungry dog at an altar. 

But, after a few days of scrambling about, eating everything you could possibly eat, his bones were starting to show less. You knew you were both still underweight, though.

The image persists: (Like it caught you, on your cheap trick, of trying to distract yourself away from it.) 

There’s Andrew, inside that car you stole.

You had already stolen some couple’s ID at that buffet, so why not their car too. 

You knocked out the guy, and Andrew knocked out the girl, you held his arm the whole way, he hadn't even mentioned sparing the girl, or anything like that.

You had watched on, your breathing becoming ragged, and quick, entranced by your brother grabbing that other girl by the hair, and slamming her against the wall, in that dark dirty alleyway. 

You passed him the gun, the handle was still bloody, maybe you had hit the guy’s head with a little too much force.

Andrew tsked, as the blood stained the sleeve of his sweater, then, in one swift movement, he brought it down upon the girl’s head, he let go of her blonde hair, and looked to you while she stumbled onto the ground, like a puppet doll who’s strings had been cut.

All at once.  

Andrew had said, his green eyes still looking at you, shining in the dark like a cat's “How are you like this, Ashley?” 

“Andrew!” You had said with that mean glint in your eyes “You just did it too! Are you really gonna do this to me again!? Blame me for your shit again!”

But Andrew interrupted you. 

His face contorted, ever so slightly, and he let out that same breathy laugh he always did “Let me finish, Ashley!” You noticed how he tried to denote the Ashley, whenever he called you by your name.

“What then!?” You yelled back.

“I was going to say:” He gave you that teasing smirk “How can you look at me mercilessly injuring this woman, and still have that stupid lovestruck expression on your face.”

You felt your heart rate spike up “I'm not lovestruck!” You walked closer to Andrew, stepping on the man knocked out before you “You are a dumbass with girls” You poked out your tongue at him.

Somehow your emotions were like a volcano, suddenly activating and devastating, and just as easily, calming down by themselves.

“This whole situation is too romantic for my taste” Andrew rolled his eyes, the sneer, like a Cheshire Cat smile on his face “Running away with you, leaving our past lives behind, obviously not telling mom or dad, or anybody else” He huffed out at that, on the cold, his breathing could be seen “Stealing a couple’s ID, what’s next for us after this, Ashley?”

You bite your lip until it’s bleeding, you lick it, you think your blood and that cultist’s taste different, but your blood and Andrew’s should taste the same.

Andrew reached out for your hair, you hadn't realized you were standing this close to him.

He grabs onto a bit of your bangs, and twirls it around his finger, like a tornado, you remember he's been doing that since you were eight, and he was ten.

It’s familiar and comforting.

Finally, you let out a triumphant loud noise, and answer his question. 

“Jumping off the balcony together, still sounds like the most romantic option to me.” 

He's twirling your black hair, but his eyes are locked on the purple bruise around your neck. 

His face has got that same dark shadow from before. You relish on the fact that there's nobody else in the whole world, that Andrew would ever look at, like he's looking at you, right now.    

“You want to cause an injury so bad they have to transfuse us together, so much, that nobody else can possibly tell what wound it was we originally shared” He licks his tooth, you always called it Andy’s little bad fang, you knew it was sharper than the rest of his teeth “Yeah, bet you would love that, wouldn't you, Ashley?”

You nod, but you know he's not really asking. He's known you your whole life, there's not really any need left to ask.

“You would love it too, Andy” Your tone is playful, it sounds like you are making fun of him, and you kinda are, but more than that, you are only stating a fact. You have known him your whole life too, after all. 

“God” He spits it out “All this romance talk makes me want to puke.”

“Oh!” You sway from side to side, like a hyperactive child “So you do admit it’s romance, and not romantic? This makes you want to puke, but eating that guy’s leg sure didn't!”

He looks at you like you are unbelievable, then he sighs. Cuz, yeah, you kinda are. 

“Screw you too, Ashley.” Your contortion breaks, and you begin laughing  “Let’s get to the car already, I swear to God.”

You kept teasing him the whole time, but you followed him into the car. You called shotgun immediately. 

He had gotten his driver's license when he was 16, and you were 14, and you had never felt the need to get your own after that. Sitting beside him, looking at the rearview mirror, as he drives, doing your best to distract him, knowing he wouldn't crash. 

Same thing, It was familiar. It felt right.

You had driven far, far away from that place, then you had slept in the car, that had been days ago, already.

The image the void was showing you, you knew it was supposed to be the future, but it looked like something that had already happened during the first night.

There was Andrew, poking you awake, speaking in whispers, like there was anybody else around.

You hear him say “Hey. Hey, Ashley, You awake?”

You see yourself opening up your eyes, looking tired and groggy, but Andrew had more eyebags than you did.

“I am now,” You say, you watch the way your lips move. 

“..Okay,” He says, you are both thrown together, limbs mangled together, in the backseat of the car, his face is so close to yours, you feel the air of his words against your eyelashes. Sometimes, you don't notice how much taller he really is compared to you, until he's this close to you. Can't say you dislike it.

“Can't sleep again?” You ask like you don't already know.

“Yeah” He does the same thing he always does when he gets nervous, he brings his index finger to his mouth, and bites the little pelts off “Of course, I can't, not in this car.”

“Oh, Andy” You open up your arms wide, if you stretch just a little bit more, your hands will touch against the cheap car’s roof “Come into your sister’s arms. Your personal sleeping pill!”

“Shh,” He says “Shut up, you are gonna give me a headache” But he pulls his finger out of his mouth, and he shifts around, ever so slightly, his knee landing between your legs, and his arms wrapped around your neck, he rests his head gravid and tired, in the middle of your chest.   

You can feel his heartbeat from this close. You are sure he must be able to feel your own. You decide to ignore it. 

“I hate this fucking life” He finally says out loud, again.

You look down, his head is really close, you could do the same he usually does, grab a bit of his hair, and twirl it around your finger, but you think, no, something like that wouldn't fit you.

You pat his head a few times, before reaching down, grabbing the sides of his face, and forcing him to look up at you. 

And only you. 

He groans, he feels as heavy as a corpse. He grips you harder, pressing you against his chest, like a kid holding onto a well-loved teddy bear.

“Sometimes, I kinda wish I could be like you, so unbothered by everything-”

You press your hand against his mouth. You need him to shut up at once.

He looks at you, then his eyes become focused; Act next: you feel him licking your hand.

“Ew!” You immediately pull away, turning your palm over, it’s moist with his saliva “Andrew! Dude!”

But that makes him laugh, so you suppose you could let it pass.

“Andrew, I'm gonna spit on you too!” You pass your hand along his sweater “Bet, you would even like it, you freak.”

“Ashley!” 

“It's your own spit! We have the same spit anyways!”

“...Gross”

“Oh, like you haven't already had my spit on your mouth, Andrew~” 

“ASHLEY!”

You laugh openly at him, your hand lightly going through his hair, the sound of your laughter bounces off the car’s windows, and falls back into you “Look at your face, Andrew, aww are you embarrassed? You are as red as a tomato!”

“Augh! Shut up!” Andrew groaned once more, headbutting your chest. 

You know Andrew would like to say it was a recent development, some side-effect of being locked up together with only his sister, and absolutely nobody else, with nothing to do, for so long, but you knew it wasn't, and you knew, he knew it too.

Andrew had been your first kiss, your only kiss, you didn't like anybody else, nobody else liked you.

Hiding behind the kitchen counter, while mom and dad watched TV, Andrew had asked you to at least do it when you were both alone in your room, but you had forced him to do it here.

Your parents were right there, you grabbed yourself onto Andrew’s neck, like you saw people do in those rented movies, that’s the sort of movie your parents were watching at that moment.

Andrew kissed you back, and your parents never noticed.

By the time you felt satisfied, they had already left the room, the moon was out, and you needed to go to sleep before showing up at elementary school tomorrow. 

Andrew would walk you there, before leaving for his own middle school, like he always did.

He would prepare your breakfast, and your lunch; make sure you did your homework, or at least tried to, the night prior. 

You would beg to go with him; he would say no to you; and then, you would skip class to chase after him, regardless.

He would catch you, suspire at you, hold your hand, and bring you back to your own school.

He would always smile at you at the end of the day, saying he didn't want to leave you either, but it was for the best.

But eventually, he had gotten his own friends, and now, it wasn't so fun to take you to school twice on the same day.

Your gaze turned mean, and you felt that same eruption of feelings that you did earlier, for a moment, you wanted to pull on his hair, make it hurt for real this time, and bruise purple his right eye, bite at his neck, and scratch his back, leave claw marks everywhere on him.

Claim your possession. 

Andrew had actually had a girlfriend, more than only one, Andrew had actually gotten to kiss somebody else. 

 You hated it. You hated it. You hated it. You hated it. You hated it. You hated it. You hated it. You hated it. You hated it. You hated it.

“You are trembling” Andrew’s voice pulled you slightly out of your self-created stupor “What is it, Ashley?” 

You felt like you were reading off a script. 

You had to try to keep your voice cold and neutral, instead of descending into a fit of rage, angry tears, and punching “Nobody else” Your brother looked at you, like he couldn't see you, for a second “You will never have anybody else’s spit in your mouth, ever again.” 

Andrew didn't look surprised in any way. 

The same face he made while watching those repetitive antique movies, your parents had left stashed away in your apartment, before they abandoned you.

“No, Ashley” He moved his hands to your hair, like he was the one comforting you now “Nobody else. Ever again” Sounding like a man being sentenced.

Of course, getting stuck with you would be a punishment, of course; Stuck forever together, like the final page of a book, like a terminal illness. 

You were going to be Andrew’s personal cancer, if that's what it took to make sure he never left you, to make sure he never found any other girl to hold close, like you.

No other girl in the world like you. You were his only sister. This is the way things were meant to be since birth.

You hugged him closer to you, your heart was going wild, and it was making it hard to think properly.

“Damn right.”

You feel the eruption going back under, crisis averted, no disaster happening so far. Good.

You feel your brother swallow down, you wonder if it’s vomit again, you had found a side effect of eating like animals after being starved for so long, was that actually keeping the food down, became way more difficult.

A beat of silence goes by again, before Andrew speaks up “...I never” He gets stuck muttering to himself.

“You never what?” You ask, it comes out as a demand.

“Never liked kissing any of them” You wonder if your brother feels you suddenly throbbing underneath him. You hope he does, maybe he does, he keeps talking, it sounds hard for him “It was always an issue with all of them, especially with the last one. They would touch me, or try to, try to kiss me and stuff, but, God, They could tell I didn't like it.”

You are stuck between anger, and marvel. 

Because he had chosen you. Your brother had chosen you, and only you, and he hadn't liked the rest. It felt like a victory, but the anger was always your first reaction, your first instinct was to be possessive, and cruel.

But you had promised to behave yourself, so far Andrew was keeping his end of the deal, you were trying to keep your own.

You needed to know “Was it an issue with me?”

Andrew chuckles, a pained humorless sound “Yeah, it’s an issue, in the opposite direction. Ashley, after everything we did in that apartment, do you seriously think I didn't like it with you?”

Yeah, that was right, the issue with you and Andrew, is that he definitely likes you too much, for how awful you really are.

You remember he had gotten friends at school, you hadn't, when you finally made it to middle school with him, you had made sure he dropped them all, or the other way around, it worked all the same.

Really, whatever to keep your brother by your side, to keep the only person who could tolerate you, by your side.

“I must be a scumbag of an older brother, right?” He said, the chuckle still reverberating in the air “Scumbag of a human being as a general, genuinely” Andrew appeared miserable.

The deep dark bags underneath his eyes, were already enough of a black eye, you decided.

That was your one redeeming quality, wasn't it? You helped Andrew sleep, only you could help him sleep.

“Andrew” You whispered, finger trailing down his right eye “ My Andrew” Poking his nose “My Andrew” Tracing his chapped lips “...And” His eyes bore into you, like daring you to say what you both knew, you unquestionably wanted to say “ My Andrew” You whisper again, hooking your legs around his waist.

He relaxes back into you. You feel like you did good. For once.

“Ashley” He whispers back to you, and it feels like a prayer “My Ashley” He sounds in pain “I need to sleep, I'm so fucking tired, Ashley. I wanna sleep.”

It’s like he's begging you to give him the answer, you grind your opened hips against his crotch, sometimes that helps.

He sneers at you, biting slightly at your chest, before reaching down to spank your right thigh with his hand “Not like that weirdo, I'm not in the mood right now.”

But at least, he's smiling now, teasing you again. You can see yourself smiling, reflected in his eyes.

“Give me more options here, Andrew! You are making me perform miracles!”

“Oh, My heavens sent gift, how did I ever persist before your birth, my gift to humanity!” He says in a bored monotone voice “There you have your praise, now, perform a miracle.” 

“Fine, fine, I will, just give me a sec” You look at the ceiling, there was one other thing that was helping Andrew sleep, before you ran out of them, cigarettes, the first week without them had been hell on the both of you.

Hungry, and stuck without nicotine, but eventually, you didn't even think about smoking anymore, you were actually surprised that the idea of it hadn't even crossed your mind, until now.

Before, you both used to swear you would break down the door, and run a marathon for a new pack. Things you just weren't strong enough to commit to, cannibalism was far easier than that, honestly. 

“We still got some money,” You said “Let's go to the store, and get some cigarettes, or even better, let’s steal them, let's come in with our handy dandy gun, and shoot the stupid clerk, then! We steal the video footage for ourselves, you know, some real Bonnie and Clyde situationship!”

You kept going, you had never known how to stop “I will be your Bonnie, if you be my Clydeeee,” You thought you remembered a song that went kinda like that, right. Andrew would know.

“Ashley” Andrew said, voice heavy and hoarse, it left you no room to keep blabbering.

He was looking at you, like he did back when you were a little girl. 

“You are insufferable, but I am actively choosing to suffer you. That's gonna have to be good enough, or else, I will drive this car off a cliff someday, and bury the two of us together.”

His message was loud, and clear to you, shut up for two seconds, or at least, until I can sleep a little.

“Sure!” You said with a cheery smile on your lips “Now, let’s go get those cigarettes! Let’s get this bread!”

Suddenly, the vision broke away, leaving pure darkness, that red shine, the sound of the chainsaw and-

You heard yourself grumble out loud, whatever was holding onto you was hefty. 

You struggled to open up your eyes.

You are in the car.

There was Andrew, poking you awake, speaking in whispers, like there was anybody else around.

You hear him say “Hey. Hey, Ashley, You awake?”

You see yourself opening up your eyes, looking tired and groggy, but Andrew had more eyebags than you did.

“I am now,” You say, you watch the way your lips move. 

You stare at your foggy faded reflection on the car's window. The big purple bruise, on the shape of your brother's hands, is still tightly wrapped around your neck. You feel good. It's exactly where it should be.

“..Okay,” He says, you are both thrown together, limbs mangled together, in the backseat of the car, his face is so close to yours, you feel the air of his words against your eyelashes. Sometimes, you don't notice how much taller he really is compared to you, until he's this close to you. Can't say you dislike it.

“Can't sleep again?” You ask, like you don't already know.

Afterwards, you go and get those damn cigarettes, and what do you know.

Andrew even honored his promise, and treated you to a little something with the share of the money you previously gave him. Say thank you to the dead cultist, for his sponsorship here. 

You couldn't help but notice, how both of your breaths kept smelling like cheap cigarettes, and blueberry beer, even hours later.

Yeah, that dumb curse the demon had given you was useful, on occasion. 

Notes:
I have no clue if anybody else has written anything for this game yet, but I found it two days ago, and it's been everything I am capable of thinking about, I love it so much I really wish it had a fandom, and if there is one, I wanna participate too, so here, have my fic is everything I'm good for.

Either way, why is Andy so hot, I want him to choke me too.

Same spiel as always, if there's anybody reading for this little game give me a kudo, a comment, and I will love you forever, and give you sloppy toppies.